64 FABLES in VERSE, 



M 0 R A L. 

Envy no real comfort knows* 

No folid joy can find, 

But peace and happinefs foregoes 
To prejudice mankind. 


This humour of the dog too much prevails* 
In humble cottages and courts abounds, 
There to depreciate merit never fails, 

And honefty with 
The difference is, if we 


fto 



The GNAT and the BEE. 


A Gnat, with cold and hunger faint, 
To a Bee-hive a begging went, 
Willing to fpend her days in quiet, 
Offer’d, for lodging and for diet. 

In mufic to inftruft the bee, 

And all her num’rous family. 


